KALEIDOSCOPE ONE

stand there for an hour, or only for a few minutes? Who
can tell. Rocked in that giant cradle, I took no note of
the passing of time. All I was conscious of was a gentle
lassitude, which was wellnigh voluptuous. I wanted to
sleep, to dream; yet I was loath to quit this wizard's
world, to return to my 'tween-decks coffin. Moving a
pace or two, I felt with one foot a coil of rope. I sat down,
and, closing my eyes, abandoned myself to the drowsy
intoxication of the night. Soon the frontiers of con-
sciousness became obscured; I was not sure whether the
sound I heard was that of my own breathing or that of
the mechanical heart of the ship; I gave myself up more
and more completely, more and more passively, to the
environing charm of this midnight world.

A dry cough near at hand recalled me to my senses
with a start* Opening my eyes that were now attuned to
the darkness, I saw close beside me the faint gleam of a
pair of spectacles, and a few inches below this a fitful
glow which obviously came from a pipe. Before I sat down
I had been intent on the stars and the sea, and had thus
overlooked this neighbour, who must have been sitting
here motionless all the while. Still a little hazy as to my
whereabouts, but feeling as if somehow I was an intruder,
I murmured apologetically in my native German:
"Excuse me!" The answer came promptly, "Not at
all!" in the same language, and with an unmistakable
German intonation.

It was strange and eerie, this darkling juxtaposition to
an unseen and unknown person. I had the sensation that
he was staring vainly at me just as I was staring vainly at
him. Neither of us could see more than a dim silhouette,
black against a dusky background. I could just hear his
breathing and the faint gurgle of his pipe.

The silence became unbearable. I should have liked
to get up and go away, but was restrained by the convic-
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